THE SCENE IS CHANGED

became the Widow Quin;   and Cyril Cusack from the
Abbey in Dublin brought a rich classic quality to Christy
Mahon.  With them were old members of the Irish Players
company, Brefni O'Rorke and Harry Hutchinson.   We
were crowded for months, and this was another play to run
forward into the first war season, when streets were darkened
and theatres hard to find, but nights were quiet.   At the
Mercury and later at the Duchess The Playboy must have
come before an entire new generation of listeners and spec-
tators, and it was good to see how well it bore the character
of an established masterpiece.   Synge's world of imagina-
tion had never been actual, as actuality is understood by
writers for the lifelike stage, including most playwrights
who have written for the Abbey Theatre.   Now that a
generation had passed since the play's appearance in 1907,
and the echoes of all mistaken controversy about it had died
away, its other reality as work of art became plainer than
ever.  The death of Yeats, in the first month of our revival,
recalled how much The Playboy had owed to him and how
closely it was linked with all poetic drama.
And now there is little more to say about my journey
through theatre, before thinking of to-morrow which is
present to the mind of all who travel. The last original
production of the Mercury, about Christmas of 1939, was
the Mandragola of Machiavelli, licensed for English perform-
ance after 400 years. I had come across it in an odd way,
through visiting a Kensington auction sale to buy wine and
picking up instead a parchment-bound Italian copy of the
Works in the first edition of 1550, where the two Florentine
comedies are bound up with all the Machiavellian essays
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